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no means. On the evening before the ceremony,
Mrs. Meloney had shown her the deed of gift and
she had insisted, then and there, though it was
late at night, that a lawyer should be sent for to
give the gramme legally to her laboratory. When
Mrs. Meloney suggested that the week after
would do, Marie exclaimed: "I might die to-
night!" From that evening her gramme was just
something to work with which belonged to the
laboratory.
There were other visits to make. America, full
of penitence at having tired its guest, tried to
spare her fatigue in every possible way. Some-
times they arranged for her to arrive at the station
before the one at which she was expected, and
when the excited people found out what had been
done, there was a stream of cars along the road to
meet the traveller. Sometimes Marie had to get
out of the train on the wrong side, jump down
to the rails and walk across them, which could
not have been really restful. Sometimes Irene and
Eve were accepted as their mother's understudies,
and nobody smiled when staid professors spoke
to sixteen-year-old Eve of her "magnificent dis-
coveries" and "her lifetime of labour."
But Marie was present herself when die Poles
feted her in Chicago. To them she was a symbol
of their distant birthplace and her triumph was
Poland's, Men and women, their faces wet with
tears of joy, tried to kiss her feet or the hem of her
dress.
On the Olympic* on which she sailed home at